PAYING ,CALLS

so work the honey bees;
Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach
The act of order to a peopled kingdom.
They have a king, and officers of sorts:
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home;
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad;
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings,
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds;
Which pillage they with merry march bring home.

If some wise fool had not discovered the truth, women might never have
thought of votes.

In the afternoon we paid calls; first to Ar Rashid to the house of the
Bazaras. The principal member of the family in Du'an, Muhammad bin
Ahmed Ba Zaid Bazara, came to Masna'a to fetch us, and we rode among
the dates whose fronds cast lace-like shadows on the shaded path. All the
village of Ar Rashid had turned out to watch our arrival and heads looked
from every window. From one first-storey window above our path even
a goat looked curiously at us. The women and children kept at the sides
of the path in the date groves, and as we moved ran forward to seek fresh
cover, peeping at us round the trunks of the palms.

It was an attractive room into which we were shown, spread with Persian
carpets and big coloured cushions. Coffee, halwa, biscuits and cake formed
the first part of the entertainment. Then, as at Ba Surra's place, they
brought us honey, lovely round golden combs almost too beautiful to cut.
It was the time of the honey crop and all day long these combs were put
before us. Sheer nectar as the honey was we could not eat it all day long,
particularly neat.

"But you don't know how to eat it," said Bazara. "Take a spoonful
of honey and dip it in your glass of water and then see/*

Prom Ar Rashid we rode on to Khoreiba to have another tea with Seiyid
Hamid bin 9Alawi al Bar. Khoreiba is the biggest of these three villages,
and some of the houses were immense. The streets were steep; sometimes
they seemed only a little off the perpendicular, and in pkces they were
stepped. Sometimes they led under the very houses themselves. Seiyid
Hamid's house was practically at the very top of the village and he greeted
us at the door, covering his hand with a shawl to shake D/s. By the time
we had climbed many flights of stairs to his gorgeous Moorish guest-room
at the top we felt we had almost climbed to the top of the wadi wa|L Here
cream-coloured walk-shone like marble, being made with lime polished
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